AND NAMED O'NEILL               Mary
Finnin
Crowbars burst apart the bubbled stone
That held a home close for a hundred years.
Old pioneers
They were, and named O'Neill.
Once a strong road looped to the water here,
Embraced an inn, and climbed the western hills.
But other trees were blazed, now nearer roads
Lead to the Leigh and the black lands beyond.
White Irish lace blew from the window sill,
Tall, frozen fleurs-de-lis in upright row
(Gold now with rust) guarded a garden place.
Gone, with the pale singing of the she-oak boughs,
The covered yard-well with its clink of frogs,
East wall shored up with scented Ragged Jack,
Wild wattle feeding English bees, the wakeful dogs.
The stones will join the quarry rubble soon,
The roof slates pave a pigsty for McHugh.
White-curtain Irish with their ritual ways-
Old colonists they were, and named O'Neill,